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"Playing Jedi"

by Gillian Taylor

SCULLY: Mulder, what are you doing?

MULDER: Practicing with my lightsabre.

SCULLY: You've watched *way* too much Star Wars.

MULDER: Hey! You're just jealous because I'm a Jedi and you're not.

SCULLY: Mulder, having a fake braid tied around your ear and carrying around a 3 dollar lightsabre toy from Walmart does *not* make you a Jedi.

MULDER: It's not fake!

SCULLY: Mulder, I happen to know for a fact that your hair is *not* that shade of brown.

MULDER: Oooh, for a fact huh? What if I dyed it?

SCULLY: What if I took that braid and pulled it off?

MULDER: I like it when you play rough, Scully.

SCULLY: Who says that I'm playing?

MULDER: No...Don't come any closer Scully, or else!

SCULLY: Or else what?

MULDER: I'm going to use the Force!

SCULLY: Mulder, you don't have the Force.

MULDER: Do too!

SCULLY: Ok, then show me. Lift up that pencil.

MULDER: Which one? 

SCULLY: The one on your desk, doofus.

MULDER: Doofus? Gee, Scully you're getting so creative with names.

SCULLY: Shut up, Mulder, and lift the pencil with the Force. I dare you.

MULDER: ((concentrating)) I can't get it to lift!

SCULLY: Like I said, you don't have the Force.

MULDER: Uh-huh. It's probably because Cancerman was just in here. The Dark Side seriously impedes my powers.

SCULLY: The dark side.

MULDER: Yeah! He's the prime example of a dark lord of the Sith.

SCULLY: And have you seen *his* lightsabre, Mulder? 

MULDER: Now that's rather kinky, Scully.

SCULLY: MULDER!

MULDER: ((soft chuckle)) I don't have to perform 'magic' tricks to prove that I have the Force, Scully. A Jedi does not these things.

SCULLY: I believe that the correct phrase was, 'A Jedi *craves* not these things.'

MULDER: Creative license.

SCULLY: Uh-huh.

MULDER: Really, Scully. I've got the Force. I'm a Jedi.

SCULLY: Then prove it to me.

MULDER: Ok, what do you want me to do?

SCULLY: I want you to...tell Skinner that he needs to give us waivers on the expense report that's due tomorrow.

MULDER: Scully!

SCULLY: Use the Force to make him do it. If you can.

MULDER: Scully, that's straying into the Dark Side.

SCULLY: How?

MULDER: I can't just force someone to do something that he wouldn't normally do.

SCULLY: Well, there goes my next idea for having Frohike confess his undying love to Skinner.

MULDER: ((laughter)) Scully! That's just cruel.

SCULLY: What? He's wanted to do it to me!

MULDER: Yeah, but you're *female.*

SCULLY: And what are you implying?

MULDER: Nothing! Just...

SCULLY: What, Braid-boy?

MULDER: Braid-boy?

SCULLY: Just answer the question.

MULDER: Well I seriously doubt that Frohike leans that way, ok?

SCULLY: Gee, and I could've sworn that I had seen him looking at your rear the other day.

MULDER: SCULLY! That's just...gross!

SCULLY: I know.

MULDER: I know what I could do.

SCULLY: What's that?

MULDER: Use the Force on you.

SCULLY: Right. Well now that you've told me I could fight you off.

MULDER: Really? And how's that?

SCULLY: 'Cause I'm a Jedi too.

MULDER: Uh-huh.

SCULLY: Really. I've got my lightsabre right here.

MULDER: Um...Scully, what are you doing with Qui-Gon's lightsaber?

SCULLY: I'm impressed, Mulder. It's actually Luke's lightsabre. I got it at Target. And unlike yours...it actually makes sounds. ((soft whirring))

MULDER: Impressive.

SCULLY: I thought you'd like it. So go right ahead. Force me into doing something.

MULDER: Ok.

SCULLY: Mulder?

MULDER: ......

SCULLY: C'mon Mulder...

MULDER: You will kiss me.

SCULLY: That's it? ((laughter))

MULDER: You will kiss me.

SCULLY: Are you going to keep saying it?

MULDER: You will kiss me.

SCULLY: Face it, Mulder. You just don't have the Force.

MULDER: You will kiss me.

SCULLY: Mulder...stop saying that right now. Otherwise I'll...

MULDER: You'll what? Kiss me?

SCULLY: Ok. Don't mind if I do. 

MULDER: Mmmm...Hey Scully?

SCULLY: Yeah, Mulder?

MULDER: Let's play Jedi more often.

SCULLY: You've got it, Braid-boy.

THE END

------
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